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Thou stand ?st, accusing me, and call'st for vengeance!

O do not so, my Margaret, do not so !

Thou art revenged.    What I exchanged for thee   ,

Has dropped from me as leaves in autumn drop.

What I had gathered, scattered has the wind 1

No blessing ?s mine that Heaven ever sent,

A lonely man am I, bowed down by grief,

By no one heard, by no one comforted.

(He approaches the bier.)
O they have harshly dealt with me, Margaret!
Ingratitude has reared its monster head;
Those who were nearest me have harbored treason,
Whom I had raised, conspired to cast me down.
The wife for whom I gave thy worth in barter
Has rent in twain the very heart within me,
And basely sold my honor to my servant.
And when from battle wounded I returned,
Not balm, but poison, poured she in my wounds.
With mock and bitter taunt she urged me on
Till blind I ran into the ready net,
Whose meshes hold me in their fatal grasp.

(He "kneels down at the coffin*)
Thou hast so oft consoled me ; do so now !
Stretch, Margaret, forth thy icy hand and bless me,
For I feel what within me death foretells.
To-day may ruin bring to Ottokar.
Give me thy blessing, as thyself art blest!

(He buries his head in the cushion.)

Methinks he prays.   0 pardon him, good Lordl
And ah, the joy when she who is no more
Meets him in Heaven!   Oft and oft I told her
He would return.   Now you two are together.
Was I not right?

A Voice (outside).

Is here the king?;
